FROM CLIME TO CLIME

way to me, to ask for something to keep his family from
the grave.   Anything!   Anything!    I can hear him now."
We left Sultanabad with this story ringing in our ears.
So this was the world, man's inheritance.

Between Sultanabad and Hamadan, green and purple
hills, higher than Ben Nevis, guarded rich valleys. Corn-
flowers, clusters of gentian, and wild hollyhocks powdered
the fields mauve and blue and red for as far as the eye
could roam. Foxgloves and Scotch thistle, all a-flower,
grew abundantly along the sides of wide roads. Fields
of cultured opium poppies proudly reared white heads, a
few mauve ones rogue among them. A blaze of mustard
flowered amid rippling corn scarce a foot above ground.
Grapes and hyacinths gave green and blue repose to tired
eyes. We passed a stream where women were washing
clothes and bathing, splashing their brown bodies, un-
heeding the strange eyes that paid them compliment. We
went a long way across dull country before we reached the
green gardens of Hamadan, Ecbatana of the ancients, where
a neighbouring stream brought life to hedgerows and fields.
Sheltered by hills, the fertile plain was famous for more
than two thousand years. To the south-west, El vend,
Orontes of old, loomed up for thirteen thousand snow-
capped feet, silent sentry over miasmal glories.

Herodotus wrote that Deioces, the first great king of
Media, founded Ecbatana in the seventh century before
Christ.

"Deioces built the massive and strong-walled city
now called Ecbatana, the walls being arranged in
circles one within the other. The rampart is planned
in such a manner that each circle rises higher than the
one preceding it by the height merely on the battle-
ments. The nature of the ground, which is a gentle
hill, is favorable for carrying out such a design; and,
as there are seven circles in all, particular care was
taken to have the royal palace and the treasury within